The Question

at Ms horse; and the familiar sound brought
back to her the consciousness of where she was.

She dragged herself up from the ground,
and put her hands out groping. The fog was
darkening outside, and it had rolled in through
the window and enveloped her.

Even so, a thick mist of despair enveloped
her soul.

The clock ticked with a maddening insist-
ence ; it seemed to say, " No matter how you
suffer now, there is worse to come."